Returning to Realism
Chicago lawyer gave him a clearer insight into the forces which
shape both the large and the little community. All manner of
people are represented in this book, and practically every
occupation save that of the miller, the cobbler, the barber, the
tailor, and the garage mechanic. The work has, too, some
colouring of autobiography, and celebrates American idealism
as the young Masters had learned it from the lore of his Vir-
ginian and New England forebears.
Technically, the book has its prototype in the Greek An-
thology, that vast collection of lyrics, ranging from the period
of the Persian Wars down to the eleventh century of our era,
and giving us the quality of Greek life much as the Tanagra
figurines which were the ornament of countless anonymous
households lead us back to the hearths, the fountains, the mar-
kets of that tenacious people. Among the epitaphs included in
the classic Anthology some are acrid enough:
Dion of Tarsus, here I lie, who sixty years have seen.
I was not ever wed, and would my father had not been.
Some, like the following, have a faint Rabelaisian tinge:
This rudely sculptured porter-pot
Denotes where sleeps a female sot;
Who passed her life, good easy soul,
In sweetly chirping o'er her bowl
Not for her friends or children dear
She mourns, but only for her beer.
E'en in the very grave, they say,
She thirsts for drink to wet her clay;
And, faith, she thinks it very wrong
This jug should stand unfilled so long,
But Master's performance lacks the detachment of his models.
It is characterized by the savage candour of Daumier's politi-
cal cartoons.